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FOR EVER! 


un "In the «a Election of 1 I doubt not but My 
2 3 will give Me freſh Proots of their Attachment to the true Intereſt 
ce of their Country.“ The KING s DPEECH, 
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——FOR EVER! 


ARK how the filver-toned bells proclaim, 


To ſome few patriot ears, the ſervile ſhame 


Of Britons tamely led, degenerate race! 


All, all as O--x---d venal, and as baſe. 


Where now is found the free unbribed peal, 5 
That rings its merry round from publick zeal? 
Poor bells! obedient to corrupted hands, 
— They yield no ſounds, but ſuch as gold commands: 
=: 


55 


Each ſacred tow'r's profan'd, each awful ſhrine, 


To blaſt free-will, the ſubject's right divine! 


Curſe on the times, that bells and pulpits uſe 
Our ears to tickle, and our rights abuſe:--- 
May ſudden deafneſs too, for ever cloſe 
The ears, the prejudicial ears of thoſe, | 
| Whoſe unſubſtantial hollow hearts give way, 
And heedleſsly the common cauſe betray :--- 
But doubly curs'd be thoſe, who gifts enjoy 
Above the reſt, and yet thoſe gitts employ 


To damn fair freedom's cauſe,---whoſe better ſenſe, 


In times like theſe, might make a bold defence; 
Might check th' advancing ſtride of haughty pow'r, 
And, for awhile, at leaſt, protract the hour, _ 
The evil hour, in which (forbid it, fate!) 


Nought will remain to fay,---but * Tis Too LATE.” 


Then ſhall theſe ſons of luxury repent 
Their hour 8 in folly paſt, in play miſpent; 
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A vice deſtructive, ſource of England's bane, 
And ſureſt aider of the crafty Thane, 


From thence, what univerſal evils flow, 
Down from the higheſt ſtates to thoſe below, 
Oh! may ſome bard, with ables pen than mine, 
Commanding reaſon add to glowing rhyme; 
Paint 1 in true colours the pernicious vice, 
And wean our arten from their cards and dice; 
Tell the ſurprizing betts at Arthur s made, 
And how at Almack's boroughs are betray” d : 
Where Britain's injur'd ſons are made the ſtake, 
And Hoyle alone can many members make; 
Shew, whence proceed thoſe evils which we mourn, 


Rack rent, bad pay, and publick dearth of corn! 


Regrating farmers, now, neglect their lands, 
And ſtrive by TRaps to ſatisfy demands; 
Demands of rent, high-rated, claim'd ere due, 


Yet muſt be paid by thoſe who would renew. 
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Such are the ſhifts, which tenants make, to clear 


Their annual rent, and bring about the er 
Proviſions high, the lab'rour ſues for more, 


And, diſappointed, begs from door to door. 


Theſe are the glaring ills, Great Britain knows, ; 


Yet tamely waits the fall of greater woes ; ; 
In pleafing diſſipation lull d, ſcarce feels 


Th' encreafing ills, or, if ſhe does, conceals. 


. Juſt ſo the harmleſs, but uncautious maid, 

8 By ſome baſe, gilded, artful fop betray” d, 

Fondly believes him true---but ah! in vain--- | 

She feels the pregnant ſhame, nor dares complain; 

Leaſt the diſguſted youth her charms forſake, 
And in an angry mood his promiſe break: 

While he, involv'd, regardleſs of her fame, 
Takes for his wife ſome rich, but homely dame: 
With her he flutters at the gaudy court, 


And injur'd innocence becomes his ſport: 
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Deluded Chloe now convinc'd, too late 


Repents unheard, and pining yields to fate. 


Oh, may his muſe wide ſpread the loud alarm, 
And warn each Briton of th' impending harm; 
Boldly expoſe the tricks, which now prevail, 
And ſtrip Corruption of her painted veil; 

Bring forth the hag to view, (with all her tribe 
Of Peerage, Ribbon, Penſion, Place and Bribe, ) 
That now deceitful ſtalks throughout the land, 
Enchanting Britain's ſons with magick wand; 
While each fond fool, as Midas did of old, 
Delights to find his touching turn to gold! 

Like him, with ſordid luſt of gold they pant, 
And having that, like him will-die for want. 
Poor filly fouls! how little do they dream, 
That courts are not ſo gen'rous as they ſeem; 


All this, and more, their very blood muſt pay, 


And tax on tax the foul expence defray. 
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E Their preſent want, tis true, and deep diftreſs 


May loudly call, When cold and hunger preſs, 


'Tis ond rous hard to ſpurn the proffer d treat; 


Hunger alas! will feed on tainted meat, 


f nd craving want may give in one fad day, 


If not our lives, our liberty away. 


And all, {or what?---for ſome Libs cheer, 


That comes about, ,---but once in ſeven year; J 


During which long long interval, of courſe 


The uncheck'd evil muſt grow worſe and worſe. 


For what wails it, to this hapleſs ſtate, 


That GEORGE our king is righteous, good and great; 


Glows with uncommon patriotick zeal, 


And only labours for the publick weal; ; 


With every manly, ſocial virtue bleſs” d, 


With ev' Ty human feeling deep impreſs dz 
If ſome deſigning knave, behind the ſcreen, 


Blaſts all our hopes, and damns his work, unſeen; z 
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With unſuſpected ſmiles his monarch chears, 


And private ſtudies drown more publick cares; 
From arbitrary founts he draws his blood, 

Nor knows to labour for the nation's good; 
Daily deceiving with ſome promis'd plan 

For better rule, he baſely ſtrives to fan 

With flatt'ry's ſoft bewitching breath, and raiſe 
In GEORGE's heart the arbitrary blaze. 


_ Himſelf, unoffic d, too ſecurely lurks 
Behind in ſafety, while ſeduction works, 
And brings about by ſlow, but ſure degrees, 
The fatal day, which he with joy foreſees, 

As to the common goal of ruin tend 


With haſty ſteps his country, k---, and friend. 


The which great end the ſooner to attain, 
Each M----r he holds in laviſh chain; 


Moves them which way his wicked Purpoſe ſuits; 


Obedient to his beck, as can mutes 
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The man, who heſitates, muſt loſe his place. 


(3100 
They ſilent move, and ſtraightway take in hand 


W hatc'er th' acknow! edg d ſav'rite docs command, 


Nor boggle at the taſk, however baſe; 
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What! though to cruſh our freedom he decrees 
Some G ENE RAL WAR RAN T ſhould our Par kRs ſeize, 
Or more, our ſacred PE RS ONS ,--ftraight he I find 


Some needy man, that's moulded; to his mind, 


Who for ſuch purpoſe might the S---ls poſſeſs, 1 25 


As late degenerate times too plain confeſs ;--- 


Yet times like thoſe with indignation ſaw 
A ſubſea ſetter'd, in deſpight of law, 
Took the alarm, and made the glorious ſtand, 
Which timely ſav'd our elſe devoted land; eo 130 


Fair LIBER TV, the guardian of our iſle, 


Beheld the ſtruggle with triumphant ſmile; 


Pleas'd was ſhe ſeen to ſpread her parchment ſcroll, 
Whereon ſhe's wont each patriot name t' enroll. 
| Neglected, now, ſhe drops the filent tear, — 5 135 


And ſees her fav rite G------n THEN was THERE. 


4 11 
Nor will ſhe yet believe the hall, that $ faid: — 
But, ſpeak of * Cu ELAN b, ſhe ſhakes her TY 


N or will too nicely his tranſactions (can; pom 


She fooths the miniſter, to catch the man. 


Oh may the love ſhe bears to him reclaim 


His ſtraggling heart, and rouſe the grateful flame! 


Would he but court fair LIBERTY again, 
And boldly break at once the fav'rite's chain, 
Each Briton then might hope for better times, 


And thanks to him be themes for future hymes, | 


O may Su fill with zeal his manly breaſt, 


1 who! m 3 ſhe ſighs-—but ſcorns the reſt,, 


The ſervile tribe whoſe names in print we ſee 


At large ſet forth to make a B 


Poor abject ſouls, the laſt and ſad recruit 


By S rais'd, od entertain 'd by 1 


Save that ſhe wiſhes well to buſy N---- 


Who bears about him ſome entangled worth. 


The County. 
D. 
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Turn not aſide thy yet ſcarce blinded . 


Nor ſtop thine ears, when Britain loudly cries 


GRAFTON our preſent hope (for tis to thee 
She calls, to ſave her ſinking liberty, 
That liberty, in which her ſoul delights, --- 


That great protectreſs of her ancient TI, 


Of late too much neglected, cd abus d, Gs 


Known only by ker name, and chat-miſus d.) 


May ſhe once more ſhe her legal ſeat, 
Inſpire the hearts of thoſe, who might be great, 


Remind them of their ancient virtuous blood, 


Turn all their private thoughts to publick good, 
: Extinguiſh party, and the good ſelect 


Of every ſet,---the baſer ſort reject; 


In one, great plan, each lord and chief unite,--- 


In one great plan---To Do THE NATION RIGHT. 


No more your births, your characters diſgrace, 


By meanly ſtriving for the richeſt place; 
But with due care your own revenues guide, 


In independant riches taking pride. 
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(13) 
Thus ſhall you cach your dignities maintain; z 


And merit laſting praiſe, by ſcorning gain, 


Pity it is, that men, by birth-right plac'd 
In eminence, their wealth and fame ſhould waſte; 
| Miſuſe thoſe talents, (which they might diſplay,) 
In breeding —— and exceſſive play. 180 
Rouſe * ye Britons, ls call them off; 
Call them with tears! for tis no time to ſcoff— 
Call and aſſiſt,— nor precious moments waſte,--- — 
But freely vote, where er your H EARTS are plac' d; 

Let FREEDOM your uninfluenc'd choice approve l- 
BE REPRESENTED BY THE MEN YE LOVE. 


Then ſhall we ſee, with patriotick zeal, 
Unite at once, to ſerve the publick weal, 
A GrarToON, RockiNGHam, and BED rORDY too, 


With GRENVILLE's able head, and heart as true. 190 
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